THE IRON PUDDLER

ships we send bread to China to save them.
If they had the wit to use their resources
they could save themselves. In man's fight
against the hostile forces of nature, his safety
lies in applying his wit to the resources that
nature gave him. The Americans can do that.
There are others that can not.

I was riding on a train in Indiana when a
gypsy-looking youth came in and sat beside
me. His hair was black, his skin was yellow
and he was dressed in flashy American
clothes. He had a cock-sure air about him
that attracted my attention. I have seldom
seen a young man more pleased with himself.
He was entirely too cocky for me. He began
talking. He said he was worth a thousand
dollars. Soon he would be worth a million,
he said. He was already putting on his
million-dollar airs.

"While selling bananas and ginger pop/*
he told me, "I made some money and learned
the American ways. I have a brother in
South Bend who has made some money shin-
ing shoes. I am going to get my brother and
we will go back to the old home in Asia
Minor. The hills where we were born are full

94the crop failed they
